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noon on which Francis fired at the Queen, as
she and Prince Albert were driving on Consti-
tution Hill.

In London I found chief attraction in West-
minster Abbey and in the Houses of Parliament.
The Abbey seemed to embody the romance of
English history in Church and State to which
I had been introduced in old days at the manse,
and its mysterious proportions and dim religious
light awakened a response that was unfelt when
I visited St Paul's.

The existing palace of the Legislature at West-
minister was then only a project, and the old historic
houses had been destroyed by fire a few years
before. Almost my first evening was spent in
the House of Commons. It helped to satisfy a
desire awakened long before, by reading debates
on Catholic Disabilities and the Eeform Bill,
and by watching in the solitude of Benderloch
the fortunes of Lord Grey and Lord Melbourne.
The mean appearance of the temporary home of
the Legislature was unexpected, but the personal-
ities were an absorbing interest. On that first
evening I heard Sir Kobert Peel, then Premier,
and Lord John Russell, who led the Opposition.
Peel's fluency, dexterity in debate, and command. It was the after-eeper
